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WHAT CAN I DO WHEN l HAVE NO MORE 
POWER 

TO FIND THE FAITH BY SORROW DEVOURED. 
WHAT CAN I SAY WHEN HOPES SLOWLY FADE 
TO AGAIN LIGHT THE FIRE THAT GOT LOST ON 
THE WAY. 

HOW MUCH MORE CAN I TAKE? 

WHAT WILL COME WITH THE NEW DAY? 
HOW MUCH DEFEAT HOW MANY TEARS? 
YOU NEED TO CUT ALL THE THORNS THAT 
PIERCE. 

HOW MANY TEARS? 

HOW MUCH MORE CAN I TAKE? 

WHAT WILL COME WITH THE NEW DAY? 
HOW MUCH DEFEAT HOW MANY TEARS? 
YOU NEED TO CUT ALL THE THORNS THAT 
PIERCE. 

HOW MANY TEARS? 

WHAT CAN I DO, WHICH WAY TO GO 
TO SAVE MYSELF, THE LAST GOOD THOUGHT. 

What can I say when I'm out of breath, 

- UNABLE TO FIND THE KEY TO CHEAT DEATH. 
HOW MUCH MORE CAN I TAKE?... 


WHAT CAN I DO WHEN TIME RUNS LIKE IT'S 
INSANE, 

WHEN OLD WOUNDS ARE WASHED WITH ACID 
AGAIN. 

WHAT CAN I SAY WHEN THE MOCKING WORLD'S 
POWER 

TEARS MY HEART INTO PIECES LIKE A FRAGILE 
FLOWER 

WHAT CAN I DO WHEN I HAVE NO MORE 
POWER 

TO FIND THE FAITH BY SORROW DEVOURED. 

What can I say when hopes slowly fade 

TO AGAIN LIGHT THE FIRE THAT GOT LOST ON 
THE WAY. 

HOW MUCH MORE CAN I TAKE?... 


The Lost 

WAY 



. V she ran to the door - now impossible 
** for herto pass 
J*'" / .Night as a guard 
i* ' -ON the other side of time 

T '* ../• * -4 

/ '■, SHE SAID - IT WILL PASS, AFTER ALL 
IT MUSI END 

SHE'SAID - I'LL RETURN TRANSFORMED 
WITH THE POWER OF PLACES 
' TIME CRUMBLED, INTO GRAINS OF SAND 
TRACES OF FEELINGS 
* HOW TO REMOVE THE SPELL? 

jjjaf; Clinic for dolls 

WHITE ROOMS, BEDS IN ROWS 
CLINIC FOR DOLLS 


Clinic for dolls... 

SHE RAN TO THE DOOR - NOW IMPOSSIBLE 
FOR HER TO PASS 
NIGHT AS A GUARD 
ON THE OTHER SIDE OF TIME 

She said - it will pass, after all... 
Clinic for dolls 

GLASS EYES,DEAD SMILE 
IN THE evil carnival 

Clinic for dolls 

Ballet of shadows with empty hearts 


Clinic for dolls 

White ladies with aching souls 

She said-what will be 

WILL BE,TOUGH LUCK 

AND SHE WALKED THE NIGHT DOWN THE 

PATH 

’ OF NIGHTMARES 

REFUSED TO LISTEN WHEN HE TOLD HER 
THE WORLD WILL HARM YOU 
HOW TO,HOW TO,HOW TO,HOW TO 
HOW TO REMOVE THE SPELL? 


CLINIC FOR DOLLS 

Glass eyes,dead smile 

IN THE EVIL CARNIVAL, 

CLINIC FOR DOLLS 

BALLET OF SHADOWS WITH EMPTY,EMPTY 
HEARTS 

CLINIC 
FOR DOLLS 


WHEN RAIN WASHES BLOOD OFF THE GROUND 
DOWN THE SHADOWY PATH I'LL COME BY 
WHEN YOU UTTER YOUR LAST SIN ALOUD 
MY STAR WILL SHINE IN THE SKY 

When time decides to kill 

WHEN TIME CLOSES OUR EYES 
OUR SINS WILL VANISH IN TEARS 
THE GROUND WILL HUSH OUR CRIES 

AND THE RAIN KEEPS FALLING OUTSIDE 

AS IF CRYING ON OUR BEHALF 

AND THE WIND KEEPS HOWLING OUTSIDE 

AS IF SCREAMING ON OUR BEHALF 

AND THE RAIN KEEPS FALLING OUTSIDE 

AS IF CRYING ON OUR BEHALF 

AND THE WIND KEEPS HOWLING OUTSIDE 

FOR THE ETERNAL SOUL THAT I HAVE 


TIME 


WHEN THE BLOOD IS WASHED OFF BY RAIN 

The sky will never shed tears again 

I WILL UTTER MY ONE LAST REQUEST 

IN SILENCE MY SADNESS WILL REST 

AND THEN TIME ONCE AGAIN 

WILL OPEN OUR EYES 

THE GLOW OF NEW LIFE SHALL REIGN 

WHAT WAS TURNED TO DUST SHALL RISE 

AND THE RAIN KEEPS FALLING OUTSIDE.. 

WHEN TIME DECIDES TO KILL 
WHEN TIME CLOSES OUR EYES 
OUR SINS WILL VANISH IN TEARS 
AND THEN TIME ONCE AGAIN 
WILL OPEN OUR EYES 
THE GLOW OF NEW LIFE WILL REIGN 

AND THE RAIN KEEPS FALLING OUTSIDE.. 


Never fear shadows, for shadows only mean 
there is a light shining somewhere near by. 


— Oscar Wilde 
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What was best 


- WAS FIERCELY-CRUSHED. 

'THEY RILLED TOE DREAMS, 

'* AND NOW THEY ARE GONE. 

Sneering smiles 

' MOCKING LOOKS 
POINTING OUT SINS, 

THEY HIDE IN THEIR NOOKS. 

THE BLOODTHIRSTY BAND CREEPS OUT OF 
THE MURK 

: THE GUN OF SHARP WORDS ON THE VERGE 

OF THE DARK, 

TO FINISH OFF OUR TAINTED HEARTS, 

ALL THAT WE SAVED TORN APART. 


MERCILESS SPEECH 
MERCILESS ACTS 
WORDS MADE OF LEAD 
OF BEASTS SO VORACIOUS. 
SNEERING LAUGHTER, 
MOCKING GLANCES, 
ENVIOUS FACES, 

AND LACK OF TOLERANCE. 


# 


THE BLOODTHIRSTY BAND CREEPS OUT. OF 
THE MURK.. 


HOW CAN THEY KNOW..: 


HOW CAN THEY KNOW, 

THAT THANKS TO THEIR MUMBLE 
THEY TURN INTO GOLD 
THE DEFEAT OF THE CRUMBLED. 
THESE SHADOWLESS MEN, 

HOW CAN THEY KNOW, 

THE POWER OF THE SCORNED 
IS LETTING DREAMS GO. 


MOCKERS 


A lie can be halfway round the world before 
the truth has got its boots on 


YOG;.. 
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EMPTY AND STRANGE 

Bad omens catch the rain 
Outside 

THE WIND HOWLS 
ALL THE YEARS LOST 

Like fools we spent most - 
Of our lives 

YOU AND ME 

NOT ENOUGH WARMTH 

Hell was too cold 

SHIVERING HANDS 

And dark 

LOVE'S GONE AWAY 
ULTIMATELY SLAIN 
BY OUR FINAL 
NIGHT... 

I THOUGHT YOU SAID 
IT'S FOR THE BEST 
IF NOTHING LASTS 
FOREVER 

THIS NIGHT WILL GROW OLD 
AND THE SUN SO COLD 

I THOUGHT YOU SAID... 


THIS NIGHT WILL GROW OLD 
AND THE SUN SO COLD 

NOT ENOUGH TO SAY 
ON FOREST WAYS 
AND WHISPERS AS QIJIET 
AS NIGHT 

IN ORDER TO LIVE 
WE NEED TO BELIEVE 
AS LONG AS WE 
STILL CAN 

NOT ENOUGH DREAMS 
TO GO DOWN THE STREAM 
TO PLACES WHERE LIGHT 
FLICKERS 

WHEN IN DARK MIRRORS 
EMPTINESS WHIRLS 
AND HEART WANDER 
IN FOG 

I THOUGHT YOU SAID... 

This night will grow old 
and the sun so cold 

I THOUGHT you said... 


THIS NIGHT WILL GROW OLD 
AND THE SUN SO COLD 

NOT ENOUGH WARMTH 
HELL WAS TOO COLD 
SHIVERING HANDS 
AND DARK 

LOVE’S GONE AWAY 
ULTIMATELY SLAIN 
BY OUR FINAL 
NIGHT... 

I THOUGHT YOU SAID... 

THIS NIGHT WILL GROW OLD 
AND THE SUN SO COLD 

I THOUGHT YOU SAID... 

THIS NIGHT WILL GROW OLD 
AND THE SUN SO COLD 

NOT 

ENOUGH 





HI 
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. ■ ' . SOMETHING OUT OF ME FLOWS... 

V' LOVE SO UNRESTRAINED FLEES. 

; < ,?Slowly becoming less 

^ ‘MY TEARS TURN INTO SEAS... 

L T • ' ^ p • f 

.* , ilTORE DOWN THE WALL, 

. ARMED WELL MY OWN HEART 
. f BANISHED GRIEF AND PAIN 
AND MADE FEAR DEPART... 

I'M NOT SCARED OF THE PLACES 
WHERE MY HEART HURTS THE MOST. 

I’M NOT SCARED OF THE MOMENTS 
MY MIND FULL OF GHOSTS. 

I’M NOT SCARED OF THE WORDS, 

; „ THAT CUT LIKE A KNIFE. 

I’M NOT SCARED OF DREAMS, 

WHEN IT’S HARD TO SURVIVE THE NIGHT. 


r. 

SOMETHING OUT OF ME FLOWS... 

I’M NOT SCARED OF THE PLACES 
WHERE MY HEART HURTS THE MOST 
I'M NOT SCARED OF THE MOMENTS 
MY MIND FULL OF GHOSTS. 

I'M NOT SCARED OF THE WORDS. 

THAT CUT LIKE A KNIFE. 

I'M NOT SCARED OF DREAMS, 

WHEN IT’S HARD TO SURVIVE THE NIGHT. 




I HIDE FROM THE WORLD, MY BLURRY EYES. 

I DON’T REACH OUT FOR HELP, I NEVERASK 
WHY. 

KIND GOD REFUSES TO HEAR MY REQUESTS. 

* UNCERTAINTY CHILLS THE HEART IN MY CHEST. 
SLOWLY BECOMING LESS 
MY TEARS TURN INTO SEAS... 

I'M NOT SCARED OF THE PLACES... 


Tear 


Expose yourself to your deepest fear; after 
that, fear has no power, and the fear of 
freedom shrinks and vanishes. You are free. 
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ALONE I LOOK FOR THE WAY 
HOPING YOU’RE WAITING FOR ME 
WHERE THE HOSTILE WORLD HAS NO SAY 
THAT IS WHERE I ALWAYS WANT TO BE. 
WHERE MY EYES WANT TO FOLLOW 
WHEN I’M FARAWAY, 

WHEN LIFE BRINGS SORROW, 

INTO SILENCE I ESCAPE. 

AMONG THE STARS 
THERE IS A PLACE 
TO WHERE MY HEART 
ALWAYS RETURNS. 

ALONE I LOOK FOR THE WAY 
HOPING YOU'RE WAITING FOR ME 
WHERE THE HOSTILE WORLD HAS NO SAY 
THAT IS WHERE I ALWAYS WANT TO BE. 
WHERE MY RUSH OF THOUGHTS 
IN OBLIVION DROWNS 
TO FORGET THE EVIL LOT 
I WILL SLEEP IN SAFE ARMS. 


THERE I ALWAYS HAVE SOME TIME 
TO HEAL EVERY WOUND, 

TO HELP THE LIFE'S SHINE 
LONG FORGOTTEN, RETURN. 

THERE IS SUCH A PLACE, 

MY OWN LITTLE SPACE, 

AFTER EACH LOST BATTLE 
ITS POWER REMAINS. 

There I always have some time 

TO HEAL EVERY WOUND, 

TO HELP THE LIFE'S SHINE 
LONG FORGOTTEN, RETURN. 

THERE IS SUCH A PLACE, 

MY OWN LITTLE SPACE, 

AFTER EACH LOST BATTLE 
ITS POWER REMAINS. 

AMONG THE STARS... 

THERE IS ALWAYS SOME ROOM 
WHEN THE WORLD BRINGS ME GLOOM. 


HOME 
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l CEASED TO SAY WHAT I FEEL 
w ’ i DIDN’T STOP. FEELING, DID I? 

IT'S AN EYESORE TO HEAR SOMETHING REAL 

"Slowly faith also dies 

' SILENCE FAILS TO BRING SALVATION 

. Maybe there is none at all? 


I WILL.NOT FIND THE DIRECTION 
TO PLACES WHERE HOPE STILL STROLLS 

& X ' 

ONE WORD AND A WORD TOO MUCH 
WAS SPOKEN BETWEEN US TONIGHT 
BROKE THE CALM BEFORE THE STORM 
TORE THE VELVET OF THE NIGHT 


I CEASED TO SAY WHAT I FEEL 
I DIDN'T STOP FEELING, DID I? 

IT'S AN EYESORE TO HEAR SOMETHING REAL 
DO WHAT YOU WANT LIVE AS YOU LIKE 
The TURMOIL OF WORDS WE KNOW 
I DON'T WANT ANYMORE EMPTY TERMS 
WHAT WILL BE TIME WILL SHOW... 

ONE WORD AND A WORD TOO MUCH... 


NOW LIVE THE WAY YOU LIKE 
DON’T ASK ME HOW I FEEL 
WHEN WORDS ARE FULL OF SPIKES 
NO THOUGHTS EVER SEEMS TO BE REAL 
WHEN OUR WAYS, OUR WAYS AGAIN 
GO APART AND WE CAN’T CARRY ON 
WHY PLAY ON, WHY REMAIN 

Maybe rain, maybe wind 
Will bring back faith to us 


I Ceased 


One word and a word too much... 


He who fights with monsters should look to it that he himself 
does not become a monster. When you gaze long into the 
abyss, the abyss also gazes into you. 

— Fryderyk Nietzsche 








why are you not here, 

I'm waiting for you 

THE OUR IS LATE 
OUTSIDE A FULL MOON 
I LOOK IN THE CLOSET 
WITH ALL OF MY DREAMS, 

HUNG ON THE HANGERS 
ARE OUR MEMORIES 

Single touch, a single stare 

THE AIR STOOD STILL AS THICK AS GLUE 
LIKE INSPIRATION, OUT OF NOWHERE 
YOU CHANGED THE WORLD I KNEW 

TIME SO SLOWLY RUNS 
I YEARN FOR THE DAY 
WHEN LONGING SHALL PASS 
WHEN I FINISH THIS GAME 
YOU’RE FINALLY HERE 
YOUR FACE FULL OF SORROW 
CAUSED MY HEART TO CHILL 
AND BURNED MY EYES HOLLOW 

SINGLE TOUCH, A SINGLE STARE... 


WE WALKED IN THE FOREST 
PICKING BLACKBERRIES 
YOUR BASKET WAS FULL 
OF BLOOD-RED RASPBERRIES 
AND JUST AS A BOLT 
THAT COMES FROM THE BLUE 
YOUR UNSPEAKABLE SORROW 
INTO MY BASKET FLEW 
WE WALKED IN THE FOREST 
LOOKING FOR FLAMES 

WALKING BAREFOOTED ON THE GROUND'S 

SOLID FRAME 

AND JUST AS A BOLT 

THAT COMES FROM THE BLUE 

YOUR UNSPEAKABLE SORROW 

INTO MY BASKET FLEW 

SINGLE TOUCH, A SINGLE STARE... 


A Single touch 


IN THE PURPLE GLOW OF THE FALL 
IN SH1VERINGK.CHILLED ARMS OF TREES 

,;:Struqk with the very last breath 
'Our love like a dragonfly flees 

' I N THE*PUR?IJEGLOW OF THE FALL 
IN SHIVERING, CHILLED ARMS OF TREES 

Struck with the very last breath 
Our love like a dragonfly flees 
JlfcO-u;’ ’ • * 

Why? Why? Why? Why?!! 

I KEEP ASKING, WHY? 

Obsession, depression 
Resurrecting the past 
Same fear in the eyes 
Same fighting for air 
time turned dusty grey 
The evil steps echo 


Someone slam the door on my heart 

RUN DOWN THE STAIRS WITHOUT... 

Someone slam the door on my heart 

RUN DOWN THE STAIRS WITHOUT... 

SOMEONE SLAM THE DOOR ON MY HEART 
RUN DOWN THE STAIRS WITHOUT... 

SOMEONE SLAM THE DOOR ON MY HEART 
RUN DOWN THE STAIRS WITHOUT SAYING 
SORRY. 

WHY? WHY? WHY? WHY?... 


WHY? 

THERE’S NO NEED TO LOOK FOR THE CULPRIT 
MAYBE THERE IS NO ONE TO BLAME 
LIFE IS SOMETIMES BEEN UNFAIR 
’ IT GIVES US LOVE AND THEN TAKES IT AWAY 
THERE'S NO NEED TO LOOK FOR THE CULPRIT 
MAYBE THERE IS NO ONE TO BLAME 

Life is sometimes been unfair 

IT gives us love and then takes it away 



WHY? WHY? WHY? Why?!!... 
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